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Hiddensee 


Author's Notes: 
A wee bit of fun that came to me after reading Flake’s brand-new memoir, which happens to be a totally 


awesome book.. 


„Gosh, Flake, would you be quiet? | wanna sleep, for fuck’s sake!" 

Paul's hand hits me through my sleeping bag, right on my left ear. Ouch! 

"Ey, Landers, dont do that again, or else..." 

"Else what?" 

"Nothing. Just forget it." 

| never know how to fight back when someone cuts up rough. And when | at least want to say something 
clever in my defense, | start stuttering - and usually, | can't think of a clever thing to say anyway. 

But it doesn’t matter much now. Paul is my best buddy, and he's the only one who is around. | don't have show 
him how tremendously cool | am. 

But nonetheless, I'm cold. That new bedroll - which, of course, isnt new at all, it’s just that | bought it only 
last week - looks much warmer than it actually is. | wish they would invent a bedroll | could comfortably sleep 
in without being hopelessly smashed. 


Good idea, that. | nudge Paul with my foot. 

"He Paul, where’s the schnapps we had earlier?" 

"Huh?" 

"The schnapps." 

"Aljoscha took it." 

Of course. Aljoscha's on the hunt, and some extra come-on is always useful. Not that he needs it. His prey 
tends to fall into his lap just like that, and when he is very drunk, you really have to watch out to make sure 
not to end up as his prey yourself, ‘cause Aljoscha hits on everything in his sight. 

We really need to go shopping tomorrow. 

Right now, that’s not much of a help, though. I'm freezing my nonexistent ass off, Aljoscha's got the booze, 
and my clothes are dangling above us in the tree, as Paul and our singer decided that | needed a bath when we 
arrived here a few hours ago and made a combined (and successful) effort to throw me into the Baltic Sea 
the minute we got out of the car. Fully dressed. | obtained a bit of satisfaction when Paul got thrown in right 
afterwards, but now we are stark naked in our respective sleeping bags because none of us has brought fresh 
clothes along on this trip. Aljoscha probably did, and our new drummer, Schneider, surely did, too, but | never 
change my clothes before they literally fall off me of their own account, and | think Paul didn't even 
remember to bring his swimming trunks. 

To make things worse, my new sleeping bag makes rustling noises from all my tossing and turning, and | do 
toss and turn a lot because I'm freezing. It sounds like an army of mice marching through a haystack. | think | 
want my old bedroll back It wasn’t warm, either, but at least it was quiet, and Paul didn't smack me all the 
time because he feels disturbed 

There, again. 

If you don't stop that, I'll throw you off the cliff. Then you can take your nap down there on the beach!" he 
grouses. 

ld want to stop it, but Im cold, and that’s what | tell him. 

"Why would you be cold? Then what do you have your new bedroll for?" 

"Mispurchase." 

"Well, | am warm." 

"Good for you." 

"Wanna swap?" 

"Naw, it’s okay." 

"Then be quiet" 

For an answer, | start tossing and turning some more. The army of mice proceeds to attack. 

| hear the sound of a zipper. 

"Listen. You can come in here right now or you can get thrown off the cliff. Really, | mean it. It’s up to you." 
Say what? 

"Paul, I'm all naked!" 

"What a coincidence. So am |. Come on, man, | promise | won't look" 

He's got a point there. Aside from a bit of moonlight, it’s pitch-dark, after all. 

It’s really warmer in here, and finally, | can relax a little. 

"| think | will sleep on the bus again tomorrow." 


"If Aljoscha lets you. But then where will he take his squeezes to?" 


Good point again. Our singer can't sing for shit, but whatever's got legs chases after him. Whatever doesn't, he 
will get it all the same. 

"Do you think we should have warned Schneider? " | ask Paul. 

"Warn him of what?" 

"He's right up Aljoscha's alley." 

"Awh, he can take care of himself. And | dont think he'll have much time for Joschi anyway. That guy looks 
like he just has to sit down somewhere, and the chicks will fall all over themselves to get his attention!" 
Great, yet another one of that kind. But why do | even care. | never get one of the girls, no matter what | do. 
My band mates pull them all, and | can go fuck myself. 

"And how come you aren't on the hunt tonight?" | ask, miffed. "Are you afraid that you can't pick someone up 
with Schneider sitting next to you?" 

Paul's elbow hits my ribcage, and quite firmly so. 

"He, | never had any trouble picking someone up. Very unlike you." 

Ouch. That hurt. | start feeling for the zipper. Paul is asking me what | was doing. 

"| think | prefer to sleep in my own sleeping bag." 

The zipper is nowhere to be found, so | try to crawl out of the narrow tube. Paul hit right on a raw nerve 
there, and that’s the last thing | need by that time of the night. Great to have such a thoughtful, caring best 
buddy. 

A hand grabs my arm. 

"Flake, wait. I'm sorry." 

"Oh, drop it. | dont want your pity.” 

"Who's talking about pity? | just shouldn't have said that." 

Dead right. You don't twist the knife in someone else's wound. 

But alas, he’s been right with what he said, too. And if you cannot bear to hear the truth when your best 
friend voices it.. | crawl back and lie down again next to Paul who, very much to my surprise, puts an arm 
around me. 

"Sorry, Flake, really. | know, it’s not all smooth sailing, you - and the chicks. " 

"| dont know about sailing, smooth or otherwise. | never got anywhere beyond saying hi." 

"Bollocks." 

"But it’s true." 

It’s deathly silent for a moment. 

"Like really?" Paul finally asks quietly. 

How come Paul doesn't know? | thought everybody knew. | always thought that behind my back, everybody was 
laughing about the fact that | have never kissed a girl, have never been on a date, and have never fucked. 
Ever. | keep that to myself, of course, because it’s so damn embarrassing. But | always assumed that it was 
glaringly obvious. 

"Are you..", Paul starts cautiously. 

"Am | what?" 

"Well, | mean, maybe you are - like Aljoscha?" 

"You mean gay?" 

"Aljoscha's bi, but yeah, that’s what | meant." 

Weird. We are sharing a sleeping bag, bare ass naked, mind you, and although Paul apparently thinks that | 
might be interested in, well, doing him, he doesn't try to get away from me? 


"Im not. I'd really like to have girl, y'know. But it never happens, no matter how many bands | play in 

"Ah, bullshit. You've just gotta get up the nerve to chat one of them up. Tell her how pretty and how cute 
you think she is, ask her all that girlie stuff - what the hell can be so difficult about that?" 

Sure, for Paul, it’s simple. He cracks a smile at a woman, and before he even gets round to heeding his own 
counsel, she drops into his bed in a jiffy. 

Whenever a woman drops in my presence, then it’s because she collapsed with laughter. And what the heck is 
girlie stuff? 

"They always look at me like | was a jellyfish, or something equally disgusting. No girl who's in her right mind 
will seriously consider a shag with me. She'd have to be deaf and blind, but when was the last time you met a 
deaf and blind chick?" 

"Oh come on. Can't be all of them, huh?" Paul replies, yawning. 

"Up until now, it’s been all of them. Why would they change all of the sudden?" 

| don't like it when my voice sounds like that. | don't like it when it gives away just how upsetting it is to be 
considered a jellyfish rather than a real man. And | surely don't like it when it creates the impression that | 
was about to burst into tears because of that. Not even when Paul is the only one who gets to hear it. 

My buddy turns to me. 

"Say, are they really - laughing at you?" 

"Of course they do. That's why | never talk to them. After all, | dont want them to laugh at me with you 
seeing it and then laughing me down, tool It’s better that | keep my mouth shut, believe me." 

"But how are you dealing with that? | mean, a man needs a fuck every now and then. Having fun with no one 
but yourself will turn you into a bloody freak at some point." 

"Well, it isn't such a great fun, is it? You rub it for a little while, at some point it's over, and then you fall 
asleep. Never got what the big deal is." 

Is it just me, or is Paul really coming closer? 

"Then you're not doing it right." 

Not right? How the fuck can you do it wrong | might be shy and ugly and, what did Paul call it, a bloody 
freak? But Im not stupid. | jerk off because it’s very inconvenient to walk around with a boner. The boner is 
gone when I'm done. Mission accomplished. How on earth can one make mistakes there? 

Now Paul is really moving closer. 

"So you're the only one who does that for you, and then you're not even having a good time?" There's a 
peculiar tone in his voice. It sounds strangely - small A hand awkwardly runs over my head. "Come here, you." 
"Ahem, Paul, what are you doing?" 

"Showing you what a good time is." 

"Paul, | said I'm not..." 

"| know. Neither am |." 

The hand that just petted my head pulls at me until we lie face to face. My head starts feeling woozy as | try 
to imagine what that must look like from above, but Paul buries his face at my shoulder and starts stroking 
my back 

"Paul, you dont start something like that when you're in a band together!" | try to protest, but it sounds the 
way | mean it - very half-heartedly. Because this very unfamiliar sensation is raising my hackles. Not to 
mention other body parts. 

"Who says we were starting anything?" Paul mumbles. 

"Paul, |..." 


"What?" 

| can't remember what; the hand suddenly touches me. In a place that no one but me ever gets to touch, but 
very different from how | usually touch myself. Much gentler. It feels like the hand really - cares about me. 
Within seconds, | grow into that hand, and even if | could remember now what | was trying to say, | couldn't 
say it To save my friggin’ life. The ultimate stuttering: mouth hanging open, and nothing coming out. 

Paul slightly slaps me on my hipbone. 

"Relax. No surprise you dont feel much when you're tied up in knots like that!" The hand starts stroking where 
it just slapped me, and then over my lower back. "You need to relax right here. Come on, try it" 

| try. But lying on my side like that, basically balancing on my shoulder and hipbore, | will roll over in whatever 
direction if | try to relax. Finally, | hold on to Paul and find a position | can halfway comfortably be in. 

"There we go. That's better." 

"Paul, how drunk are we?" | ask cautiously. Maybe we will be lucky and won't remember all this in the morning. 
| dont want to think about how we will feel about it tomorrow if we can remember. 

"Not so much. Aljoscha’s got the booze, right?" 

Fuck. I'll never forgive Aljoscha. But then again, what Paul resumes doing now - I'm not sure whether | really 
want to forget that ever again. Up. Down. Very slowly. A little - more up there, a little less on the way down. 
The other way round after a little while. Paul's thumb is painting small circles on me, and the best of them 
are those he's painting almost on top of the body part in question My buddy normally cant draw or paint at 
all, but he has a knack for circles, | have to give him that. 

Up. Down. 

Almost involuntarily, | start moving along with the hand that does all these things to me. Paul chuckles a little. 
"Nice?" 

"Huuuhhh..." 

That's the most sensible thing | can bring about, now that something tightens inside me and | am about to... 
But nope, the hand leaves me immediately. 

| am so surprised that | gasp for breath. Paul chuckles again and shoves my own hand away, my hand that 
intended to finish what Paul started. 

"Don't. Wait a little. That will make it better." 

He is smaller than me, so his face is still at my shoulder, and when he talks, his lips are moving over my 
collarbone. It almost feels like.. but it isn't. Men don't do that with each other, do they? | never even saw 
Aljoscha kissing one of the boys he pulls. The girls, yes. But never the boys. Or maybe | just missed it? 

The hand comes back. Up, down. By now, | have relaxed enough to start moving a bit right away; it feels really 
good to do it. Paul's lips are still sliding over my collarbone, even though he doesn't say a word right now. 

Up, down. All the way down, to where you shouldnt grab a guy too firmly, which Paul doesn't. Down to where | 
suddenly feel something that isnt a hand at all. Why that scares me so is beyond me, but | turn into a pillar 
of salt right away. 

"Shsh", Paul whispers and sheers off from me a little. For a change, his thumb is painting these small circles 
on my hip now. This sensation and the one at my collarbone are moving towards each other, meet in the 
middle and calm me down. A bit. Just there, where they meet. Nowhere else. 

Because the hand starts moving for the third time. And this time, | hit the point of no return. Down there, | 
start feeling twice as big as | felt just a minute ago - might be due to Paul moving closer once more so that 
there is less room between us. And his fingers still remember which of the circles he painted earlier was the 


best one; they start painting it on me again and again until | start shaking, just slightly at first and then more 


and more, and as | feel the wetness between us, | really have to hold on to Paul, else the sleeping bag will take 
off the ground and we will end up floating in the air over Hiddensee, and who knows where that would end.. 
And then it’s over, and | feel a very special warmth, a warmth of a kind | never had inside of me before and 
that my heart starts pumping through all of my body now. It’s so fascinating that | almost forget about Paul, 
and it takes me several minutes to realize that | am running my hand through his hair over and over again, 
which he seems to like. 

And we are still so close. Not even what startled me a little while ago bothers me now, because | remember 
that it’s a part of Paul and that Paul is my friend and would never harm me. It's slowly moving over my belly. 
Well, | don't have an actual belly, neither does Paul - where other people have a belly, we both have more like 
an indentation, but it’s a nice feeling all the same. 

"Help me out?" my buddy asks me, very quietly, and in a way that lets me know that | can refuse if | dont 
want to. 

Which | don't. 

Paul is relaxed and can move with my hand right from the start, and what he did with me already did a lot 
for him, as it seems. | am surprised how much more there is than | thought | knew. It’s warm and alive, like a 
small, soft animal, and | can associate it with my best friend just to a very limited extent - but by the same 
time, it’s so much him, so much my buddy, my buddy who clings To me now exactly the same way | clung to 
him earlier. We have a good rhythm together, like in everything we do together, and so it doesn’t take long 
until there is some more wetness between us and Paul first skips a few breaths and then starts breathing 
very deeply. 

We should start feeling very embarrassed now, but | have never seen Paulie embarrassed, and | dont want to 
feel like that, either, relaxed as | am. We are so close now that our non-bellies will surely stick together in the 
morning. We both dont feel like talking, and the breaths Paul soon starts drawing are telling me that he sleeps. 
Im tired, too, but | cant fall asleep; ¡Fs much too uncommon for me to have my arms around such a big, 
warm, breathing, living being. | can even feel his heartbeat. | feel my own heartbeat, too; that happens only 
when there is something slightly pressing against your chest, right? It's always first my heart beating and 
then Pauls right afterwards. Da-dum. Da-dum. We've got a good rhythm together. We always do. 

Paul's forehead is right next to my mouth. | would like to - but, well, | can't. Sadly. | start thinking about the 
definition of the word kiss Can't be simply touching your lips to something, can it? You don't say that you're 
kissing your silverware, or your pillow at night, either. 

| decide to just turn my head a little. That way, | don't have to do anything at all. That way, my lips just are at 
Paul's forehead. That's not actually kissing, but close enough to what I'd really like to do. 

Tomorrow, Paul will be with some girl again. | won't find one for myself - again, and | have a hunch that what 
Paul showed me won't feel as awesome when | do it alone. Guess all | can do is holding him as close as | can 
for as long as | can, hoping that a bit of that warmth that | feel gets the chance to start feeling a bit af 
home inside of me and doesn’t pour out again right away. It’s like a small piece of Paul is inside me now. And 
maybe a tiny little piece of Flake is sticking inside of Paul now, too. That would be nice. Then maybe our hearts 
will keep on beating in the same rhythm. 

Da-dum. 


Da-dum.. 


